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INT RODUCTION 
a 


BEGGAR PLATER. 


F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, 
l am ſure No- body can diſpute 


44 mine. I own myſelf of the 
IB (ans Company of Beggars; and I 

SHE. make one at their Weekly Fe- 
WAS. ſtivals at St. Giles's. I have a 
ſmall Vearly Salary for my Catches, and am welcome 
to a Dinner there whenever I pleaſe, which is more 
than moſt Poets can ſay. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis but Gratitude 
in us to encourage Poetical Merit where-ever we find 
„ it. The Muſes, contrary to all other Ladies, pay no 
y EDifſtintion to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake the 

Pertnels of Embroidery for Wit, nor the Modeſty of 

Want for Dulneſs. Be the Author who he will, we 

puſh tis Play as far as it will Bo. So (though you are 
| in Want) I with you Succels heartily. 

„ Beggar. This Piece I own was originally writ for 
the celebrating the Marriage of James Chanter and 
Moll Lay, two moſt excellent Ballad-Singers, I have 
introduc'd the Similes that are in all your celebrated 
Operas: The Swallow, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, 
the Flewer, &c. Bcfides, I have a Priſon Scene —_ 

t 


! INTRODUCTION. - 


the Ladies always reckon charmingly patherick. 
to the Parts, I have obſerv'd ſuch a nice Impartiality 
to our two Ladies, that it is impoſlible for either of 
them to take Offence. I hope I may be forgiven, tha 
I have not made my Opera throughout unnatural, like 
| thoſe in vogue; for I have no Recitative: Excepring this, 
| | as I have conſented to have neither Prologue nor Epi- 
$ Jogue, it muſt be allow'd an Opera in all its forms 

| The Piece indeed hath. been heretofore frequently re. 


A 


| N by ourſelves in our great Room at St. Giles 
| o that I cannot too often acknowledge your Charity 
| in — 4 now on the Stage. 

þ Player. But I ſee *tis time for us to withdraw; the 


- Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the Over 
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: ACT 1. SCENE I. 
: S CEN E Peachum's Hauſe. 
5 Peachum fitting at 4 Table with a large Book f Accounts 
before bim, 
AIR I, An old Woman cloathed in Gray, Oc. 
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HROUGYH all the Employments of Life 

Each Neighbour abuſes his Brother ; 

Whore and Rogue they call Hutband and Wiſe: 
A Profeſſions be-rogue one another. 

The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 

The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; 
And the Stateſman, becanſe he's ſo great, 
TDi his Tradeas honeſt as mine. 


A Lawyer is an honeſt Employment, ſo is mine. Like me too 


he acts in a double Capacity, boy againſt Rogues aud for ' = - 
Or 


The BEGGAR's OPERA. Al 


for *tis but fitting that we ſhould prote& and encourage Cheats, 
fince we' live by them. 


S CE N E II. 


Peachum, Filch. 


Filch. Sir, Black Moll hath ſent word her Tryal comes on in 
the Afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order Matters ſo as to 
bring her oft. | 

each. Why, ſhe may plead her Belly at worſt; to my 

Knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that Security. But as the 
Wench is very active and induſtrious, you may ſatisfy her that 
Il foften the Evidence. 

Filch. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. | 

Peach. A lazy Dog! When I took him the time before, I 
told him what he would come to if he did not mend his Hand. 
This is Death without Reprieve. I may venture to Book him. 
[ writes] For Tom Gagg, forty Pounds. Let Betty Sly know 
that I'll ſave her from Tranſportation, for I can get more by 
her ſtaying in England. 
 Filch. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock to- year 
than any five of the Gang; and in truth, tis a pity to loſe fo 
good a Cuſtomer. 

Peach. If none of the Gany take her off, ſhe may,, in the 
common courſe of Buſineſs, live a T welve-month longer. -I 
love to let Women ſcape. A good Sportſman always lets the 
Hen Partridges fly, becauſe the breed of the Game depends up- 
on them. ſides, here the Law allows us no Reward; there 
85 nothing to be got by the Death of Women except our 

ives. | | | 
_ filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman! Tas to her 
I was oblig'd for my Education, and (to ſay a bold Word) ſhe 
hath train'd vp more young Fellows to the Buſineſs than the 
Gaming-table. 

Peach. Truly, Filch, thy Obſervation is right. We and the 


"gy are more beholden to Women than all the Profeſſions 
beſides. 


AIR 


I. Act JI. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 3 
Us, AIR II. The bonny gray-ey'd Morn, Ye. 


91 | 

nd. 

m. Filch. Ti Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 

"WV By her we firſt were taught the wheedling Arts : 
by Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 

eur She tricks us of our Money with our Heart:. 

ſo For her, like Wolves by night we roam for Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Frand to bribe her Charms; 

the il For Suits of Love, lake Law, are won by Pay, 

f - And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 


* Peach. But make haſte to Newgate, Boy, and let my Friends 
re know what I intend; for J love to make them eaſy one way or 
or other. 

Filch. When a Gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, Penitence 
may break his Spirit ever after. Beſides, Certainty gives a Man 
2 good Air upon his Tryal, and makes him riſque another with- 


he out Fear or Scruple. But l'II away, for "tis a Plealute to be 
, the Mellenger of Comſort to Friends in AﬀiiRion, 

he 

ns — — — 


SCENE 1. 


Peachum. 


But *tis now high time to look about me for a decent Exe- 
Iction againſt next Seſſions. I hate a lazy Rogue, by whom 
one can get nothing *cill he is hang'd, A Regiſter of the Gang, 
C 2 [ reading.) 


4 The BEGGAR's OPERA. A8 l. 


[reading] Crook-finger'd Fack. A Yearand a half in the Ser- 
vice Te me ſee how mach the Stock owes to his Induſtry ; 
one, two, three, four, five Gold Watches, and ſeven Silyer 
ones. A mighty clean-handed Fellow! Sixteen Snuff-boxes, 
five of them of true Gold. Six dozen of Handkerchiefs, four 
filver-hitted Swords, half a dozen of Shirts, three Tye-Perri- 
wigs, and a Piece of Broad Cloth. Conſidering theſe ate on- 
iy the Fruits of his leiſure Hours, 1 don't know a prettier 

ellow, for no Man alive hath a more ing Preſence 
of Mind upon the Road. Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will, an 
itregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſing of his 
Goods. PVll try him only for a Seſſions or two longer upon 
his good Behaviour. Harry Padington, a poor petty-larceny 
Raſcal, without the leaſt Genius; that Fellow, though he were 
to live theſe fix Months, will never come to the Gallows witk 
any Credit. Slippery Sam; he goes off the next Seſſions, for! 
the Villain hath the —— to have views of following hit 
Trade as a Taylor, which he calls an honeſt Employment, 
Mat of the Mint; liſted not above a Month ago, a promiſing 
ſturdy Fellow, and diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold and 
. haſty, and may raiſe good Contributions on the Publick, it he 
does not cut himſelf ſhort by Murder. Tom. Tipple, a guzzling 
ſoaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or 10 
-make others ſtand. A Cart is abſolutely neceſſary for him. 8 
Robin of 7 alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbun- 
cle, alias Bob Booty. 3 


. 


SCENE IV. 


Peachum, Mfrs. Peachum. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, Husband ? I hope nothing 
bad hath betided him. You know, my Dear, he's a favourite} © 
Cuſtomer of mine. Twas he made me a Preſent of this Ring. le 

Peach. I have ſet his Name down in the Black-Liſt, that's all, 
my Dear; he ſpends his Life among Women, and as ſoon as 
his Money is gone, one or other of the Ladies will hang him 
for the Reward, and there's forty Pound loſt to us for-ever. 

Mrs. Peach. You know, my. Dear, I never meddle in matters 
of Death; I always leave thoſe Affairs to you. Women indeed 
= —— —— Judges + theſe 22 for they are ſo partial to 

rave that they think ever -handfome who is going to 
the Camp or the Gallows. f | Mok 
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If any Wench Venus“ Girdle wear, 
Though jhe be never ſo ugly; 
Lillys and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And ber Face look wond'rous ſmuggly. 
Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 
(A Kope ſo charming a Zone 1s! ) 
The Youth in hi; Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
And we cry, There dies an Adonis! 


But really, Husband, you ſhould not be too hard-hearted, for 
you never had a finer, braver ſet of Men than at preſent. We 
have not had a Murder among them all, theſe ſeven Months. 
And truly, my Dear, that is a great Bieſſing. 

Peach. What a dickens is the Weman always a whimpring 
about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look'd upon the 
worſe for killing a Man in his own Defence; and it Buſineſs 
cannot be carricd on Without it, what would you have à Gen- 
tleman do? 

Mrs. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my Dear, you muſt ex- 
cnſe me, for No-body can help the Frailty of an over-ſcrupu- 
lous Conſcience. 

Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a Man can be 
guiliy of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in Newgate 
every Year, purely upon that Article! If they have wherewith- 
al to perſuade the Jury to bring it in Manſlaughter, what are 
they the worſe for it? So, my Dear, have done upon this Subject. 
Was Captain Macheath here this Morning, tor the Bank- notes 
he left with you laſt Week ? 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear; and though the Bank hath ſtopt 
Payment, he was ſo cheerful and ſo agreeable! Sure there is 
not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the Captain! It he 

comes 
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comes from Bag ſbot at any reaſonable Hour he hath promis'd 
to make one this Evening with Polly and me, and Bob Booty, 
at a Party of 5. 37 Pray, my * is the Captain rich? 

Peach. The Captain keeps too good Company ever to grow 
rich, Mary-bone and the Chocolate-houſes are his undoing. 
The Man that propoſes fo get Money by Play ſhould have the 
— of a fine Gentleman, and be train'd up to it from his 

outh. . 
Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon Polly's Account the 
Captain hath not more Diſcretion. What buſineſs hath he to 
keep Company with Lords and Gentlemen? he ſhould leave 
them to prey upon one another, 

Peach. Upon Polly's Account! What, a Plague, does the 
Woman mran? - Upon Polly's Account! 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 

Peach. And what then? 

Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, I 
am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man. | 

Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to have 
the Wench marry him! Gameſters and Highwaymen are gene- 
— ly very good to their Whores, but they ate very Devils to their 

Ives. | 

Mrs. Feach. But if Pully ſhould be in love, how ſhould we 
help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor Girl, I am in the 
utmoſt Concern about her. 


AIR Iv. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd? Ec. 
/ 


[3 TS : — 


If Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 

How, like a Meth, the ſimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame 

If. ſoon fhe be not made a Wife, 

Fler Honour's fing d, and then for Liſe, 
She"1---- what I dare not name. 


Peach. 


þ 
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Peach. Look ye, Wife. A handſome Wench in our way 
of Buſineſs is as profitable as at the Bar of a Temple Cotfee- 
Houſe, who looks upon it as her Livelihood to grant every Li- 
berty but one. You ſee ] would indulge the Gicl as far as 

rudently we can. In any thing, but Marriage! After that, my 

r, how ſhall we be ſafe? Are we not then in her Husband's 
Power? For a Husband hath the abſolute Power over all a 
Wife's Secrets but her own. If the Girl had the Diſcretion of 
a Court Lady, who can have a dozen young Fellows at her Ear 
without complying with one, I ſhould not matter it ; but Polly 
is Tinder, and a Spark will at once ſet her on a Flame. Mar. 
ried! If the Wench does not know her own Profit, ſure ſh 
knows her own Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a Proper 
ty! My Daughter to me ſhould be, like a Court Lady to a Mi” 
niſter of State, a Key to the whole _ Married! If the At-- 
fair is not already done, I'll terrify her from it, by the Example 
of our Neighbours. 

Mrs. Peach. May-hap, oy 000g, you may injure the Girl. 
She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may only allow the 
Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 

each. But *tis your Duty, my Dear, to warn the Girl againſt 
her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt of her 
Beauty. Ill go to her this moment, and ſift her. In the mean 
time, Wife, rip out the Coronets and Marks of theſe dozen of 
Cambric Handkerchiefs, for I can diſpdſe of them this Afternoon 
to a Chap in the City. 


— — 


— 


— 


SCENE V. 


Mrs. Peachum. 


Never was a Man more ont of the way in an Argument 
than my Husband ! Why muſt our Polly, forſuoth, differ from 
her Sex, and love only her Husband? And why mult Polly's 
Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, make her the leſs fol- 
lowed by other Men? All Men are Thieves in Love, and like 
a Woman the better for being another's Property. 


AIR 


The BEGGAR's OPERA. Act. 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple Things we do, &'«. 


A Maid is like the golden Oar, 
Which hath Guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe Worth is never known, before 
lie is td and impreſt in the Mint. 
A Wife's like a Guinea in Gold, 
Stampt with the Name of her Spouſe; 
Now here, now there ; is bought, or is ſold; 
And is current in every Honſe. 


— — ä 


SCENE VI. 


Mr.. Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither Hich. I am as fond of this Child, 
as though my Mind miſgave me he were my own. He 
hath as fine a Hand at picking a Pocket as a Woman, and 
is as nimble-finger'd as a Juggler. If an. unlucky Sefton 
does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, , thou 
wilt be a =_ Man in Hiſtory. Where was your Poſt laſt 
Night, my Boy ? 

#ch. lots at the Opera, Madam; and conſidering was 
neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great Hurry in ger 
ting Chairs and Coaches, made a tolerable hand on't. Theſe 
ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are of ſure Sale 
from our Ware-houſe at Redriff among the Seamen. 

Filch. And this Snuff-box. 

Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement this te 


2 young Beginner. 


Filch. 
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Filch. I had a fair tug at a charming Gold Watch. Pox take 
the Taylors for making the Fobs ſo deep and narrow ! It ſtuck 
by the way, and I was forc'd to make my Eſcape under a 
Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I hall be cut oft in the Flower 
of my Youth, . — every 8 and then I was pumpt) 
I have thoughts ing up and going to Sea. 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hoey in the Hole, and to 
Marybone, Child, to learn Valour. Theſe are the Schools that 
have bred ſo many brave Men. | thought, Boy, by this time, 
thou hadſt loſt Fear as well as Shame. Poor Lad! how little 
does he know as yet of the 0/d-Barly! For the firſt Fact Pll 
inſure thee from being hang'd ; and going to Ses, Filch, will 
come time eongh upon a Sentence of Tranſportation. But 
now, fince yon have nothing better to do, ev'n go to your 
Book, and learn your Catechiſm ; for really a Man makes but 
an il! Figure in the Ordinary's Paper, who cannot give a ſa- 
tisfactoty Anſwer to his Queſtions. Bur, hark you, my Lad. 
Don't tell me a Lye ; for you know | hate a Lyar. Do you 
many ord thing thas hath paſt between Captain Machearh and 
our Polly ? 

Filch. | beg you, M don't ask me; for I muſt. either 
tell a 1 to you or 40 Mi Pol ; for 8 her would 
not tell. tpn 

Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of out Famity is con- 
cern* — — , „ we 

Filcb. | (hall lead « ſad Life with Miſs Polly, if erer the 
come to know that I told yau. Beſides, I would not willing- 
ly forfeit my 7 Honour by berrayi 05 . = 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my 6 and Polly. Come, 
Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own Room, ard tell me 
the whole Story, I'll give thee a Glaſs of a maſt delicious Cor- 
dial that I keep for my own drinking. - Nr 
— . ——— — — 237) — Sho = + on 3 RF a3 _ 

SCENE VIE 
Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to make 
the moſt of my ſelf and of my Man too. A Woman knows 
how to be mercenary, hongh ſhe hath never been in a Court or 
at an Aſſembly. We have it in our Natures, Papa. If allow 
Captain Macheath ſome trifling Liberties, I have this Watch and 
other viſible Marks of his Favour to ſhow for it. A Girl who 
Fayyot gromt ſome Things, and refuſe what is moſt material, 
wi e but a poor hand of her Beauty, and ſoon be thrown 
upon the Common. 
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AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much 


0 
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| love her, tc. 


Which in the Garden enamels the Ground; 
| Near it the Bees in Play flatter and cluſter, 


— like the fair Flewet in its Luftre, 


4 


| Hud gandy Butterflies frolick around. 
Ba, when once pluc d, tis no longer allaring, 


£ 


tit ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
and forinks, and grow: paſt all endar 
Rats, flinks, aud diet, aud is trod ander feet. 


Peach. You know, P 


T7 Covent-Garden 


There fatles, 
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your toying and IT 


„ I am not 
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But if I find out that 
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and are married, you Jade Pu 
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Secret, or ſo, 
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SCENE vn! 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 


AIR VII. Oh Lenden is a fine Town. 


Mrs. Peachum, in A very 
Onr Polly is 6 ſad Sint ! wor beeds what we have texght ber. 
I wonder any Man alive will ever rear « Daughter | 
For ſhe muſt bave both Hoods and Gowns, and Hoops to ſwell 
ber Pride, 
With Scarf; and Stays, and Glover and Lace; and ſhe will have 
Men beſide ; 


And when ſhe's dreſt with Care and Coſt, all-rempting, fine 


and goy 


4s Men Aa ſerve a Comcumber, ſhe flings berſelf away. 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut, &c. 


You Baggage! you Huſly ! you inconfiderate Jade! had you 
been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that might have 
deen your Misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad thing by Choice! 
The Wench is married, Husband. 

Peach. Married! The Captain is a bold May, and will ti 
any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes her a Fortune. 
you think your Mother and I ſhould have liv'd comfortably ſo 
_ together, if ever we had been married? Baggage ! 

rs. Peach. | knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; and now 
the Wench hath play'd the Fool and married, becaule forſooth 
e would do like the Gentry. Can you ſupport the Expence 
of a Husband, Huſly, in gaming, drinking and whoring? have 
— Money enough to carry on the daily Quarrels of and 
ife about who ſhall ſquander moſt? There are not many 
Husbands and Wives, who can bear the Charges of plaguin 
one another in a handſome way. If you muſt be married, coul 
ou introduce no-body into our Family but a Highwayman ? 
hy, thou fooliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill-us'd, and as much 
neglected, as if thou hadſt married a Lord 
D 2 Peach. 
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Peach.” Let not your Anger, my Dear, break through the 
Rules of Decency, for.the Captain looks upon himſelf in the 
Military Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profeflion. Beſides 
what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting, or 
of dying; and doth theſe ways, let me tell you, are moſt ex- 
cellent Chances for a Wife, [ell me Huſſy, are you ruin'd 
EET Da 
Mrs. Peach. With Polly's Fortune, ſhe might very well have 
om — Peſſun uf Diſtiuction. Yes, mat you might, you 
PUQUILINg ol E 05" IESs | 

-Peach. What, is the Wench gumb? Speak, or I! make you 
plead by que ing out an Anſwer &om you. Are you really 
bound Wife ro him, or are you unly upon tiking ? { Pincher her. 

Polly. Oh! ft [ Screaming. 

Mrs. Peach. How the ao is to be pitied who hath hand- 
ſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and LeQures of Mora- 
lity are — — them : They break through them all. They 
have as much Pleaſure in cheating a Father and Mother, as in 
cheating at Cards, 

» Prath, Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are married, 
by Macheath's keeping from our Houle, 


_ s 0 — * 4 
N 
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Polly. Can Love be contronbd by Advice? 
| Will Cupid our Mothers obey ? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame *twonld bave melted away. 
When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 
'Twas ſo ſweet thas I muſt have comply'd: 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for ſear you ſhould 5hide. 1 
> rs. 
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Mrs, Peach. Then all the Hopes of our Family are gone for 
ever and ever ! | 

Peach. And Macheath may bang his Father and Mother-in- 
Law, in hope to get iuto their Daughter's Hoctune. 

Polly. I did not marry him (as ris the Faſhion) cooly and de- 
liberately for Honour or Money. But, I love him, 

Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe | | thought the 
Girl had been better bred. Oh Husband, Hus24nd het Folly 
makes me mad! my Head ſwims! I'm diſtracted | I can't ſup» 
port myſelf --- Oh ! [ Faints. 

Peach. See, Wench, to what a Condition you have reduc'd 
your poor Mother ! a Glaſs of Cordial, this inſtant. How the 
poor Woman takes it to Heart ! 


[Polly ge par, and Terarn! with ir. 
1 Huſly, now this is the Af, Comtort your Mother has 


Polly. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mama drinks dou- 


bie the Quantity whenever ſhe is out of Oder. This, you ſee, 


fetches her. 
Mrs. Peach, The Girl ſhows ſuch « Readineſs, and ſo much 


Concern, that I could almolt find in my Heart to forgive her. 
AIR IX. OJ, O Jenny, where baſt thou been. 


LEAST EE OT SS __ 
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0 Polly, yes might have toy'd and Ai. 
By keeping Men off, you keep them on. 
Polly. But he ſo teaz'd me, 
And he ſo plear'd me, 
What I did, you muſt have done. | | 
Mrs. Peach. Not with a Highwayman.---- You ſorry Slut 
Peach. A Word with you, Wife. Tis no new thing for 2 
Wench to take Man without conſent of Parents. You know 
'tis the Frailty of Woman, my Dear. 
Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. But the firſt time 
a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice methinks, for 
then or never is the time to make her Fortune. After that, 
ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard herſelf from being found 


out, and ſhe may do what the pleaſes. 
D 3 Peach. 


; 14 
Peach. Make your ſelf a little eaſy ; I have a Thought ſhall 


ſoon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why ſo melancholy, Pol- 


ty? ſince what is done cannot be undone, we muſt all endea- 
your to make the belt of it. 


Mrs. Peach, Well, Polly; as far as one Woman can forgive 
_—_— forgive thee. --—- Your Father is too fond of you, 
uſly. 
Polly. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 
Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in troth, for a Wench 
who is juſt married ! 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, e. 


Polly. I. like a Ship in Storms, was toft; 
Net afraid to put in to Land; 
For ſeiz'd in the Port the Veſſel's laſt, 
Hhoſe Treaſure is contreband. 
The Waves are laid, 
My Duty's paid. 
O Foy beyond Expreſſion! 
bat, ſafe a. ſhore, 
T au no more, 
| My All is in my Poſſeſſion. 
Peach. I hear Cuſtomers in t'other Room; Go, talk with 
'em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are gone.---- 
But, heark ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was here Ve- 
ſterday about the Repeating-Watch; ſay, you believe we can't 
get Intelligence of it, till to-morrow. For J lent it to Sh 
Stradale, to make a Figure with ic to-night at a Tavern in Dr«- 
ry-Laxe. If t'other Gentleman calls for the Silver-hilted Sword; 
you know Beetle-brow'd Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not 
rome from Tanbridge till Tueſday Night; ſo that it cannot be 


had till then, 
SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
Peachum, Mfrs. Peachum. 


Peach. Dear Wife, be a little pacified. Dun't let your Paſ- 
fon run away with your Senſes. Polly, I grant you, hath done 
a raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an Intrigue with the Fel- 
low, why the very beſt Families have excus'd and huddled up a 
Frailty of that ſort. "Tis Marriage, Husband, that makes it a 


Blemiſh. 

Peach. But Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for Re- 
putations, there is not & Spot or a Stain but what it can take 
out. A rich Rogue now-a-days is fit Company for any Gen- 
tleman; and the World, my Dear, hath not ſuch à Contempt 
for Roguery as you imagine. I tell yon, Wife, | can make this 
Match tura to our Advantage. 

Mrs. Peach. | am very ſenſible, Husband, that Captain Mar. 
heath is worth Money, but | am in doubt whether he hath not 
two or three Wives already, and then if he ſhould dye in & 
Seſſion or two, Polly's Dower would come into Diſpute. 

Peach. That, indeed, is a Point which ought to be conſidet'd - 


AIR XI. A Soldier and a Saflor. 


A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Tour Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Tonr Wife may ſteal your Reſt, Sir, 


A Thief your Goods and Plate. 
D 4 has 
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But this is all but picking, 
With Reſt, Pence, Cheſt and Chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 
If Lawyer's Hand is fee'd, Sir, 
He ſteals your whole Eſtate. 
The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our Way. They 


don't care that any Budy ſhould get a Clandeſtine Livelihood 
but themſelves. 6 
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SCENE X. | 
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a Damask ; 


Window-Curtain, a Hoop-Petticoat, a Pair ot Silver Candle- 
ſticks, a Pertiwig, and one Silk Stocking, from the Fire that 
happen'd laſt Night. 

Peach. There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his way, and 
ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. But now, Polly, 
to your Affair; for Matters mult not be left ds they are. You 
are married then, it ſeems? 

Polly. Yes, Sir. | 

Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, Child? 

Polly. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induſtry of my 
Husband. | N . 

_ Mrs. Peach. What, is the Wench turn'd Fool? A Highway: 
man's Wife, like a Soldier's, hath as little of his Pay, as of his 
Company, | 

Peach. And had not you the common Views of a Gentlewo- 
man in your Marriage, Polly? 

Polly. I don't know what you mean, Sir, 

Peach, Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 

Polly. Bat I love him, Sir: how then could I have Thoughts 
of parting with him? 

Peach. Parting with him! Why, chat is the whole Scheme 
and Intention of all Marriage Articl's. The comfortable E- 
ſtate of Widow-hood, is the only Hope that keeps up a Wife's 
Spirits. Where-is the Woman who would ſcruple to be 4 
Wife, if ſhe had it in her Power to be a Widow whenever ſhe 
pleas'd ? If yourhave any Views of this ſort, Polly, I ſhall think 
the Match not fo very unreaſonable. 


Polly. How I cread to hear your Advice! Yet I muſt beg you 
to explain yourlelf, | Peach, 
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Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the next 
Seffions, and then at once you are made a rich Widow. 
Pilly. What, murder the Man I love! The Blood tuns cold 
at my Heart with the very Thought of it. 
Peach. Fye, Polly! What hath Murder to do in the Affait? 
Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, I dare ſay, the 
Captain himſelf would like that we owe get the Reward for 
„e his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why, Polly, the Captain 
od I knows, that as tis his Employment to rob, ſo 'tis ours to take 
Robbers; every Man in his Buſineſs. So that there is no Ma- 
lice in the Caſe. 
Mrs. Peach. Ay, Husband, now you have nick'd the Mat- 
ter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever make 
me forgive her. | 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 


Polly. Ob, ponder well! be not ſevere ; 
So ſave a wretched Wife ! 
For on the Rope that hangs my Dear 
ay Depends poor Polly's Life. 


| Mrs. Peach. But Jour Duty to your Parents, Huſly, obliges 
YO-W you to hang him. What would many a Wife give for ſuch an 
Opportunity ! 

Polly. What is a Jointure, what is Widow-hood to me? I 
know my Heart. I cannot ſutvive him. 
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A IR XIII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes. 


The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her Lover dying, 
The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Laments ber Dove. 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with ſigbinę, 
Pair'd in Death, as pair'd in Love. 


Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 

Mrs. Peach. What, is the Fool in Love in earneſt then?! 
hate thee for-being particular: Why, Wench, thou art a Shame 
to thy "uy Sex. | 

Polly. But hear me, Mother. — If you ever lov'd — 

Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed Play-books ſhe reads have been 
her Ruin. One Word more, Huſſy, and I ſhall knock your 
Brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of Miſchief, and 
eonſider of what is propos'd to you. 

*. . Peach. Away, Huſſy. Hang your Husband, and be 
iful. | 
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SCENE XI. 
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum. 


[Polly liftning. 

Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Husband, muſt and ſhall be done. 

For the ſake of Intelligence we muſt take other Meaſures, and 

hare him peach'd the next Seſſion without her Conſent. If ſhe 
will not know her Duty, we know ours. 


Peach, 
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Peach. But really, my Dear, it grieves one's Heart to take 
off a great Man. When I conſider his Perſonal Bravery, his 
fine Stratagem, how much we have already got by him, and 
how much more we may get, methinks I cau't find in my 
Heart to have 8 Hand in his Death, I wiſh you could have 
made DIY undertake it. 

Mrs. Peach. But in a Caſe of Neceffity— our own Lives 
tre in danger. | 

Peach. Then, indeed, we muft comply with the Cuſtoms of 
the World, and make Gratitude give way to latereſt, — He 
tall be taken off. 

Mrs. Peach. ll undertake to manage m_ 

Peach. And I'll prepare Matters for the 0/4-Baily. 
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SCENE XII 


Polly. 


Now I'm « Wretch, indeed. Methinks I ſce him 
, already in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the Noſegay 
ia his Hand! —— | hear the Crowd extolling his Reſolution and 
une Intrepidity ! — What Vollies of Sighs are ſent from the Win- 
dows of Holborn, that ſo comely a Youth ſhould be brought to 
diſgrace! l ſee him at the Tree! The whole Circle are in 
een Tears! — even Butchers weep! — Fack Ketch himſelf heſitates 
ou to perform his Duty, and would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a 
Reprieve. What then will become of Polly! — As yet I may 
nd inform him of their Deſign, and aid him in his Eſcape. —= It 
ſhall be ſo.— But then he flies, abſenrs himſelf, and | bar m 
be ſelf from his dear dear Converſation! That too will diſtra 
me. — If he keep out of the way, my Papa and Mama ma 
in time relent, and we may be happy. — If he ſtays, he is ker . 
and then he is loſt for ever! — He intended to lye conceal'd iu 
my Room, till the Dusk of the Evening: If they are abroad, 
Pl! this Inſtant let him out, leſt ſome Accident ſhould prevent 
him, [ Exit, and returns, 
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SCENE XII. 
Polly, Machcath. 


AIR XIV, Pretty Parrot, ſay — 
6 * 
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neui 


Mach. Pretty Polly, ſay, 
ben I was away, 
Did your Fancy never ſtray 
To ſome newer Lover ? 
Polly. Hithout Diſguiſe, 
| Heaving Sight, 
Doating Eyes, 
My conſtant Heart diſcover. 
Fondly let me dall 
Mach. D pretey, pretty Poll. 


SF. 9. 


Polly. And are yox as fond as ever, my Dear? 

Mach. Suſpe& my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpe& any thing 
but my Love. — May my Piſtols miſs Fire, and my Mare ſlip 
her Shoulder while I am purſu'd, if I ever forſake thee! 

Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, for 

IT find in the Romance you lent me, none of the great Heroes 
were ever falſe in Love. | 
AIR 
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AIR XV. Pray, Fait One, be kind 


— 


Till Polly my Paſfion requited ; 
I fipt each Flower, 
I chang'd ev'ry Hour, 

But here ev'ry Flower is united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, fore, my 
Dear, you could not leave me behind you — could you? 
Mach. Is there any Power, any Force that could tcar me 
from thee? You might ſooner tear a Penſion out of the Hands 
of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Woman from a 
Looking-glaſs, or any Woman from Que. — But to tear 
me from thee is impoſſible ! 


AIR XVI. Over the Hills and far away. 


25 
£ Mach. My Heart was ſo free, 
75 It rov'd like the Bee, 


8 1 


Were I laid en Greenland's Coaſt, 

And in my Arms embra d my L; 
Warm amidſt eternal Fr :/}, 

To ſoon the Half Trar' Night would paſs. 


Potty; 
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Polly. Were I ſold on Indian Soil, 


Soon as the burning Day was chs'd, M, 

_T conld mock the ſultry Toil, thine 

: When on my Charmer's Breaft repe d. Fo 
Mach. And I would love you all the Day, — 
Polly. Every Night would kiſs and play, M 
Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray : P. 
Polly. Over the Hills and far away. - 
- Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh! — how thall ] Safe 
fpeak it? I mnſt be torn from thee. We muſt part. for 


Masb. How! Part! 
Polly. We muſt, we muſt. — My Papa and Mama are ſet a. 
gon thy Life. They now, even now are in Search after thee. 
hey are preparing Evidence againſt thee, Thy Life depend: 
upon a Moment. 


AIR XVII. Gin thon wert mine awn thing — 


1 — 
* in 
| ü H- —_ 6 
: Pol 
0 what Pain it is to part 
Can I leave thee, can leave thee? 


ſ 


0. what Pain it is to 

Can thy Polly ever leave thee? 

But leſt Death my Love ſhould thwart, 

And bring thee to the fatal Cart, 

Thus [ tear thee from my bleeding Heart! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 


One Kiſs aud then — one Kiſs — begone fare wel. 


Mach, 


3. 
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Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is ſo tivited 10 
thine, that I cannot unlooſe my Hold. 
Polly. Bat my Papa may intercept thee, and then 1 ſhould loſe 


the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks, per 
reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from thee ? haps, may 


Mach. Muſt I then go? 
Polly. And will not Abſence change your Love? 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay — and be hang'd. 
Polly. O how I fear! how I tremble! — Go — but when 
11 1 Safety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſee me again; 
for till then Polly is wretched. 


4 AIR XVIII. o the Broom, Ge. 


Mach. The Miſer thus 4 Shilling ſees, [Parting, and looking back 

Which be's oblig'd to pay, at 7 with ſond- 

With Sight refigns is by degreer, (ha dt the it.. 
And fear: tis gone for aye. 


Polly. The Bey, thus, when his Sparrow; flows, 
| The Bird is Silence eyes; 
Bat ſoon as ont of Sight tit gone, 
ines, whimpert, ſobs and cries. 


nne 


Ts 


. 8 ACT 


% The BEGGAR's OPERA. Aan 
4 y N WS N A 6 


A 2222 & | * Fad 3 
ACT IL SCENE-L 
151 A Tavern near Newgate. 
jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, 
Robin of e Nimming Ned, Henry Pading- 


ton, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of 
2 Gang, 4} the Table, with Win, Brandy and To- 


od x 


11 8 1 
, what is become of thy Brother 
hum fiuce my Redzn from 
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= —_ om hag JooPede Blgoige is welve 
month, clever a made-Fellow he was, that I-could na 


ſave * fro thoſe fleaing aun the ; Sulgeans; 
r Man, he is among the Otamys at Swrgeon's Hall. 
Jem. But mne preſerit Time is ours, and no Body alive hath 

more. Why are the Laws tevell'd at us? are ug more diſhc- 
peſt than the reſt of Mankind? What we win, Gentlemen, is 
our own by the Law of Arms, and the Right of Conqueſt, 
© "Crook. Where ſhall we find fuch another: Ser of practical 
Philoſophers, who to a Man ate above the Fear of Death ? 

Wat. Sound Men, and true! Wa 

Robin. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not dye for his Friend? 
i — Who is there here that would betray bim for his 
Intere | 

Mat. Show me a Gang of Courtiers that can fay as much. 

Ben. We are for. a juſt Partition of the World, for ever) 
Man hath a Right to enjoy Life. | 

Mat. We retrench the Superfluities of Mankind. The World 
is avaritious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous fellow, like 1 
Jack-daw, ſteals what he was never made to enjoy, for the 
ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers of Mankind, for Mo- 
ney was made for the Free-hearred and Generous, and where 


is the Injury of taking from another, what he hath not the 
Heart to make ule of ? 


Dow, 


Jen 
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Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt. Good luck 
attend us all. Fill the Glaſſes. 


ATR XIX. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, e. 


Matt. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, ſor Hine inſpires us, 
And fires us 
With Courage, Love and Joy. 
Women and Wine ſhould Life employ. 
Is there ought elſe on Earth defirons? 
Chorus. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, &c. 


*— 


* 


SCENE H. 
To them enter Macheath. 


Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been with you 
this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath detain'd me. No 
Ceremony, I beg you. 
Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon Duty. Am l 
to have the Honour of raking the Air with you, Sir, this Eve- 
ning upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and then with the 
Stage-Coachmen in the way of Friendihip and Intelligence ; and 
I know that about this Time there will be Paſſengers upon the 
Weſtern Road, who are worth ſpeaking with. 
Mich. | was to have been of that Party —— bot — 
Matt. But what, S'r? 


- Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpecte my Courage? 
Matt. We have all been witneſles of it. 


Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang ? 
Matt. 111 be auſwerable for it. 
Mach. In the Divitioa of ont Booty, have | ever ſhown the 
leaſt Marks of Avyarice or I[njuſtice ? 
E Matt. 
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Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have ruffled 
you. Are any of us ſuſpeCted? 

Mach. I have a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen, in you all, as 
Men of Honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpe& you. Peachum 
is a Man that is uſeful to us. ES | 

Mass. Is he about to play us any foul Play? I'll ſhoot him 
through the Head- 

- Mach, 1 you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and Dif- 
cretion. A Piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

Matt. He knows nothing of this Meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is a Man 
who knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to us. We 
have had a ſlight Difference, and till it is accommodated [ ſhall 
be oblig'd to keep out of his way. Any private Diſpate of 
mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence to my Friends. You mult 
continue to act under his Direction, for the moment we break 
looſe from him, our Gang is ruin'd. 

Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, he is to us of 

* great Convenience. 

Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, which 
I can never do but with Life. At our private Quarters | will 
continue to meet you. A Week or fo will probably recon- 
Cile us. | 
Matt. Your InſtruQions ſhall be obſery'd. 'Tis now high 
time for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties; fo till the Evening 
at our Quarters in Moor- fieldt we bid you farewell. 

Mach. I ſhall wiſh my ſelf with you. Succeſs attend you. 

| [Sits down melancholy at the Table. 


A I'R XX. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpets, 


82838282 


III , n et rent: 


| Ty Matt. Let ut take the Road. 
/ | Hari! I bear the ſound of Coach?! 
| 4 The hour of Attack approaches, 
- To yoar Arms, brave B 39s, and load. Se 


- 
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See the Ball I bold! 5 
Let the Chymiſts toil like Aſſes, 
Our Hire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 
And txrns all our Lead to Gold. 
[The Gang, rang'd in the Front of the Stage, load their 
Piſtols, and (tick them uudet their Girdles; then go 
off ſinging the ficſt Patt in Chorus, 


* 


tl. th... r „ ae * — — —— 


S CE NE III. 


Macheath, Drawer. 


Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench! Polly is moſt con- 
foundedly bit. | love the Sex. And a Man who loves Mo- 
ney, might as well be contented with one Guines, as I with 
one Woman. The Town perhaps hath been as much — 
to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted Ladies, as to any 
cruiting Officer in the Army. If it were not for us and the 
other Gentlemen of the Sword, Drary-Lane would be unin- 


habited. 
AIR XXI. Would you have a Young Virgin, e. 


— 


1.21 


d 
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If the Heart of a Ma is depreſt with Cares, 
The Miſt is diſpelſ d when « Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of 4 Fiddle, ſbe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears, 
Roſes and Lillies ber Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 
pe Lip ef thoſe Proſe 


| 
N 
| 


DDr 
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Preſs ber, 

Careſs ber 

With Bliſſes, 

Her Kiſſes 

Diſſolve ns in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 

I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind like 
them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for the Time. Drawer, 
Ester Drawer.) Is the Porter gone for all the Ladies, 
according to my directions? 

Draw. | expect him back every Minute. But you know, 
Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, for three of the 
Ladies, for one in Vinegar Yard, and forthe reſt of them ſome- 
-where about Lewkner's Lane. Sure ſome of them are below, 
For J hear the Barr Bell. As they come I will ſhow them up. 
Coming, Coming. | | 


SCENE IV. 


Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, * Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs, Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, 
| aud Molly Brazen. | 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You look 
charmingly .to-day. I hope you don't want the Repairs of 
Quality, and lay on Paint. --- Dolly Trull! kiſs me, you Slut; are 
you as amorous as ever, Huſſy? You are always ſo taken up 
with ſtealing Hearts, that you don't allow your ſelf Time 10 
ſteal any thing elfe. — Ah Dolly, thou wilt ever be a Co- 
quette! Mrs. Vixen, I'm yours, | always lov'd a Wo- 
man of Wit and Spirit; they make charming Miſtreſſes, but 
plaguy Wives. —— Betty Doxy! Come hither, Huſly. Do 
you drink as hard as ever? You had better ſtick to good 
whoalefome Beer; for in troth, Betty, Strong-Waters will in 
time ruin your Conſtitution. Lou ſhould leave thoſe to your 
Betters. What! and my N Jenny Diver too! As 
-prim and demure as ever! There is not any Prude, though e- 
ver ſo high bred, hath a more ſanQtify'd Look, with a more miſ- 
chievous Heart. Ah! thou art a dear arcful Hypoctite. 
Mrs. Slammekin! as careleſs and genteel as ever! all you fine 
Ladies, who know your own Beauty, affect an Undreſs. — 
But ſee, bere's Szuky Tawdry come to contradiQ what I was 
ſaying. Every thing ſhe gets one way ſhe lays out upon het 
Back. Why, Sziy, you muſt keep at leaſt a dozen Tally- 
men. Melly Brazen! [She lifes ne.] That's well done. | 
| love 


: 
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love a free-hearted Wench. Thou haſt a moſt agreeable Af 
ſurance, Girl, and art as willing as a Turtle. But hark 
| hear mufick. The Harper is at the Door. If Maſie be the 
Food of Love, ploy on. E'er you ſeat your ſelves, Ladies, what 


think you of a Dance? Come in. [Eater Harper.] Play the 
French Tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was ſo fond of, 
like [ A Dance a la ronde is the French Manner ; wear the 
1 End of it this Song and Chorus. 
ies, 
AIR XXII. Cotillon. 


Youth's the Seaſon made for Jeyt, 
Love is then our Duty, 


* She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 

zok Let's be g. 

of While we may, 

rte Beanty's a Flower, deſpii'd in decay. 
up Touth's the Seaſon &c. 
* Let us drink and ſport to- day, 
= Our it not to-morrow. 
but Love with Youth flies ſiviſt away, 
Do | Age is nought but Sorrow. 
111 Dance and fing, 

ou Det on the Wing, h 
As Life never know: the return of Spring. 


- Chorus. Let ws drink &c. 


ul- Mach. Now, pray Ladies, take your Places. Here Fellow, 
— rs the Harper.) Bid the Drawer bring us more Wine- 
| Ex. Harper.) If any of the Ladies chuſe Ginn, I hope they 
will be ſo free to call for it. : 

Jenny. You look as if yon meant me. Wine is ſtrong e- 
nough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong-Waters, but 
when [ have the Cholic. 

Mach. juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a Lady of 
e Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope, Mrs. Coaxer, you 


have had good Succeſs of late in your Viſits among the Mer- 
gets. E 3 Coax. 
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Coax, We have ſo many Interlopers —— Yet with Indu- 
ſtry, one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried a filver 
flower'd Luteſteing, and à Piece of black Padeſoy to Mr. 
Peachum's Lock but laſt Week. 

Vis. There's Molly Brazes hath the Ogle of a Rattle-Snake. 
She rivetted a Linnen-dreper's Eye ſo faſt upon her, that he 
was nick d of three Pieces of Cambric before he could look off. 

Braz. Oh dear Madam ! —— But fure nothing can come 
up to your handling of Laces! And then you have ſuch a 
ſweet deluding Tongue ! To cheat a Man is nothing; but the 
Woman mult have fine Parts indeed who cheats a Woman 

Vis. Lace, Madam, lyes in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of 
ealy Conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, to think too well 
of your Friends. | 
Coax. If any Woman hath more Art than another, to be 
ſure, tis Fewny Diver. Though her Fellow be never ſo & 

reeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as cooly, as if Money were 
er only Pleaſure. Now that is a Command of the Paſſions 
uncommon in a Woman! | 

Jenny. | never go to the. Tavern with 4 Man, but in the 
View of Buſineſs. I have other Hours, and other ſort of Men 
for my Pleaſure. But had I your Addreſs, Madam 
Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies; and 
_ about: You are not ſo fond of me, Fexxy, as you ule 
to de. N 
Jenny. Tis not convenient, Sit, to ſhew my Fondoeſs 4- 
mong ſo many Rivals. Tis your own Choice, and not the 
warmth of my Inclination that will determine you. 


7 
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all 


Before the Barn-door crowing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
Stand: for a while ſuſpended. Then 
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Thew One be ſingles from the Crew, 
| And cheers the bappy Hem; 
With beu do you do, and how do you do, 
And bow do you do again. 


Mach. Ah Fexmny! thou art a dear Slat. 

Trull. Pray, am, were you ever in keeping ? 

Tawd. | hope, Madam, 1 ha'nt been ſo long upon the 
Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune as well as my 
Neighbours. 

Toll Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by the Que- 
ſtion; *rwas only in the way of Converſation, 

Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I might 
have liv'd very handſomaly with my laſt Friend. But upon 
his miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now I never ſu- 
ſpeed he had counted them. 

* do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt ſort of 
$ 
rull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. | 

Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a Few ; aud bating their 
Religion, to Women they are a good ſort of People. 

Tawd. Now for my part, I own I like an old Fellow: for 
we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no ill 
thing, they bleed freely. I have ſent at leaſt two or three do- 
zen of them in my time to the Plantations. 

Jen. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good Fortune as you 
have had upon the Road, you mult be grown immenſely rich. 

Mach. The Road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but the 
Gaming-Table hath been my ruin. 


AIR XXIV. When once I lay with another Man's Wife, Se. 


Jen. The Gameſtert and Lawyers are Jugglers alike, 
If they meddle your All is im danger. 
Like Gypſies, if once they can finger 4 Sonſe, 
Tour Pocket: they pick, and they pilſer your Hoſe, 
And give your Eftate to a Stranger. A 
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A Man of Courage ſhould never put any Thing to the Riſque, 
but his Life. Theſe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. Cards 
and Dice are only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their 


Friends. 
She takes up his _ Tawdry takes up the other, 
Tawd, This, Sir, is fitter for your Hand. Beſides your Loſs 
of Money, tis a Loſs to the Ladies. Gaming takes you off 
from Women. How fond could I be of you! but before 
Company, tis ill bred. | 
Mach. Wanton Huſſies! 
Jen. I muſt and will have a Kiſs to give my Wine a zeſt. 
[They take him about the Neck, and make Signs to Peachum 
42nd Conſtables, who ruſh in upon him. . 


— — 
. 


SCENE, v. 
To them, Peachum and Conſtables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Ferry? — Women are De- 
eoy Ducks; who can truſt them! B-afts, Jades, Jilts, Har- 
pies, Furies, Whores! 

Peach. Your Caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. The 
greateſt Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do them 
Juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of Creatures, it we 
could truſt them. You muſt dow, Sir, take your leave of 
the Ladies, and if they have a Mind to make you a Viſit, they 
will be ſure to find you at home. The Gentleman, Ladies, 
lodges in Newgate, Conſtables, wait upon the Captain. to his 


AIR XXV. When firſt I laid Siege to my Cloris, &c- 


— 


| 151 q EE 
Mac. At the Tree I Hall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of Ill, » 


FT ſhall find 10 ſuch Furies as theſe are. 


Peach. 


|\ 
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Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the Reckoning ſhall be diſcharg'd. 
[Ex. Macheath, gaarded with Peachum and Conſtables. 


— 


O 
The Women remain. 


Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peacoanm may have 
made 4 private Bargain with you and Ssky Tawdry for betray- 
ing the Captain, as we were all afliſting, we ought all to ſhare 
alike. | 

Coax. | think Mr. Peachwm, after ſo long an acquaintance, 
might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 

Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and in a 
Year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be let down to 
my account. 

Trull, Mrs, Slammekin, that is not fair. For you know one 
of them was taken in Bed with me, 

Jenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch ora Treat, | believe Mrs. 
Sky will join with me.----- As for any thing eMſe, Ladies, you 
cannot in conſcience expcR it. 

Slam. Dear Madam 

Trull. | would not for the World ------ 

Slam. 'Tis impoſſible for me ----- 

Trail. As | hope to be ſav'd, Madam -«--- 

Slam, Nay, then I muſt ſtay here ail Night --—-- 

Trall. Since you command me. | Exe. with great Ceremony. 


— 


SCENE VII. Newgare. 
Lockit, Twrnkeys, Mackheath, Conſtables. 


Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have not been 
92 of mine this Year and half. You know the cuſtom, 
= araiſh, Captain, Garniſh. Hand me down thoſe Fetters 
there, 

Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Loclit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of the 
5 ſett. With your leave, 1 ſhould like the further pair 
eiter. 

Lock. Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for our 
Priſoners, When a Gentleman uſes me with Civility, 1 always 
go the beſt 1 can to pleaſe him. Hand them down 1 ſay.--- 
We have them of all Prices, from one Guinea to ten, and us 


Mal. 


tiuing every Gentleman ſhould pleaſe himſelf, 
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Mach. I underftand you, Sir. [ Give: —_—_ The Fees 
here are {o many, and ſo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can 
bear the Expence of getting off handſomly, or of dying like 
a Gentleman. | 

Lock. . Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the Captain better. 
Take down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir. 
Never was better work. ----- How genteely they are made! 
They will fit as eaſy as a Glove, and the niceſt Man in Ex. 
gland might not be aſham'd to wear them. | He puts on the 
Chains.) If I had the beſt Gentleman in the Land in my Cu- 
ſtody I could not equip him more handſomly.. And ſo, Sit 
I now leave you to your private Meditations. 


——————— 


0 _—_— 


— * * 


= SCENE VIII. 
Macheath. 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers, Courtiers think it 10 harm, Cc. 


Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun; | 
Nay, ſome have ont-liv'd the Doctor's Pill; 
Who takes a Woman mnſt be undone, 

That Baſilisk is ſure 10 kill. | 
The Fly that fips Treacle is loſt in the Sweets, 
So be that taftes Woman, Woman, Womans, 

He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. 


To what à woful plight have I brought my ſelf! Here muſt 
I (all day long, *till I am hang'd) be confin'd to hear the Re- 
3 of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door. ---------+ 

am-in the Cuſtody of her Father, and to be ſure if he knows 
of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my 
Execution. ------ But I promis'd the Wench Marriage. ------- 
What fignifies a Promiſe to a Woman? Does not Man in 
Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred things that he never means 
to perform ? Do all we can, Women will believe us; for the) 
look upon à Promiſe as an Excuſe for following their own 
Inclinations.----- But here comes Lacy, and | cannot get from 
der --- Wou'd I were deaf : SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
Macheath, Lucy. 


Lacy. You baſe Man you, ----- how can you look me in 
the Face after what hath paſt detween us ? ----- See here, per- 
fidious Wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load of 
Infamy you have laid upon me —- O Macheath! thou haſt 
— me of my Quiet to ſee thee tortur'd would give me 
pleaſure, 


AI R. XXVII A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, Gr. 


W _ * — 


bas when « good Huſwiſe ſees a Rat 
In ber Trap in the Morning taken, 
With pleaſure her Heart goes pit a pat, 
In Revenge for her loſs of Bacon. 
* Then ſhe throws bim 
To the Dog or Cat, 
To be worried, cruſb d and ſhakes. 


Mac. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear Lacy, 
to ſee a Husband in theſe Circumſtances ? 

Lacy. A Husband! 

Mac. In ev'ry reſpe& but the Form, and that, my Dear, may 
be ſaid over us at any time. Friends ſhonld not —_— 
— 2 From a Man of Honour, his Word is as good as 

is Bond. | 

Lucy. Tis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to inſult the 
Women you have ruin'd. 


AIR 


CO — — H— 
o 
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AIR XXVIIL "Twas when the Sea was roaring, Ec. 
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— — 

if 
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: — 
How cruel are the Traytors, | - 
Il bo lye and ſwear in jeſt, - 
To cheat unguarded Creatures 7 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Keſt ! — 
Whoever fleals a Shilling, 
Throxgh Shame the Guilt conceal:: 


In Love the perjur'd Villain 
With Boaſls the Theſt reveals. 


-Mac. The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, (have but Pati- 
ence) you ſhall de my Wife in whatever manner — pleaſe. 

Lucy. Infinuating Monfter! And fo you think I know no- 
thing of the Affair of Miſs Polly Peacham. ------ I could tear 
thy Eyes out ! 

Mac. Sure Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Fool as to be jealous 
of Polly! 

Lucy. Are you pot married to her, you Brute, you? 

Mac. Married! Very good. The Wench gives it out only 
to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion. ?Tis true, 
I go to the Houſe ; I chat with the Girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a 
thonſand things to her 1 al! Gentlemen do) that mean no- 1 
thing, to divert my ſelf ; and now the filly Jade hath ſet it 
about that I am married to her, to let me know what ſhe 
would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy, theſe violent Paſſions 
may be of ill conſequence to a Woman in your condition. 

#cy, Come, come, Captain, for all your Aſſurance, you 
know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your power to do 
me the Juſtice you promis'd me. 

Mac. A jealous Woman believes ev'ry thing her Paſſion 


= 5 4 


ſuggeſts. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we can find d 

the Ordinary, | ſhall have no Scruples of making you my 

Wife; and I know the conſequence of having two at a time. [ 
$ | Lucy. 


— 
— 
—— 
— 
— 


Ac II. The BEGGAR's OPERA. 37 


Lacy. That you are only to be hang'd, and ſo get rid of 
them both. 

Mac. | am ready, my dear Lacy, to give you ſatisſaction 
if you think there is any in Marriage. ----- What can à Man 
of Honour ſay more ? 

: _ So then it ſeems, you are not married to Miſs 
'Y 

Mac. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodigiouſly conceited. 
No Man can ſay a civil thing to her, but (like other fine 
Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's her own for ever and 
ever. 


\ The Mother ſets ber Danghter, 
The Image ſtrikes the ſmiling Laſs 
With Self-love ever after. 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, fender grows, 
Thinks ev'ry Charm grows ſtronger. 
Bat alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your ows 
Can ſee you are not younger. 
When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all alike 
unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect their Lovers 
ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves. 
Lucy. Yonder is my Father ----- perhaps this way we may 


light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as good 
as your Word. - Fot I long to be made an honeſt Woman. 


— — * — 


— 


$Cha NE A, 
Peachum, Lockit with an Account- Book. 


Leck. In this laſt Afﬀair, Brother Peachum, we are agreec. 
You have conſented to go halves in Macheath, 
Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Execution, -------- 


But as to that Article, pray how ltands our laſt Year's acc: oe? 
act. 


— — — —e—ñä6 — 
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Lock. If you will run your Eye over it, you'll find 'tis fair 
and clearly ſtated. . 
Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very hard 
upon us ! Can it be expected that we ſhuuld hang out Acquain- 
tance for nothing, when our Betters will hardly ſave theirs 
without being paid for it. Unleſs the People in employment 


| pay better, I promiſe them for the future, I ſhall let other 


ves live beſides their on. 
ock. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid theſe matters may be 
carried too far. We are treated too by them with Contempt, us 


if our Profeſſion were not reputable. 


Peach. In one reſpe& indeed, our Employment may be 
teckon'd diſhonelk, becauſe, like Great Statefmen, we encou- 
rage thofe who betray their Friends, 

Lock. Such Language, Brother, any where elſe, might turn 
to your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I beg you. 


AIR XXX. How happy are we, .. 


When you cenſure the Age, 
Be cantious and ſage, 
Leſt the Courtiert offenaed ſhould be : 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
Tit ſo pat to all the Tribe; 
Each crys ----- That was levell'd at me. 
Peach. Here's poor Ra Clincher's Name, I ſee. Sure, Bro- 


ther Lock, there was a little unfair proceeding in Ned's caſe: 
for he told me in the Condemn'd Hold, that for Value receiv'd, 


| zou had promis'd him a Seffion or two longer without Mo- 


leſtation. 
Lock. Mr. Peachum, This is the firſt time my Honour 
was ever cald in Queſtion, | 
Peach. Buſineſs is at an end if once we act diſhonourably. 


Lock. Who accuſes me? 


Peach. You are warm, Brother. 
Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Live!yhood.--- 
And this Uſage — Sir=—is not to be born, 1 
| Peac 
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Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak I muſt tell you 
too, that Mrs. Coexer charges you with defrauding her of her 
n — the 4 of cut · pated b 
Indeed, in Brother, we mu uall our or 
we ſhall have no Information. * TY oo 

Lock. Is this Language to me, Sirrah— who have ſav'd you 
from the Gallows, Sirrah ! [ Collaring each other. 

Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the World of an 
urant Raſcal. 

Lock. This Hand ſhall do the office of the Halter you de- 
ſerve, and throttle ou -o Dog! — 

Peach. Brother, Brother, — We are both in the Wrong — 
We ſhall be both Loſers in the Diſpute——for you know we 
have it in our Power to hang each other. You ſhould nog be 
ſo paſſionate. | 

ock. Nor you ſo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt; "tis for the lutereſt of the 
World we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, Brother, to the 
Prejudice of your Character, | ask pardon, 5 

Lack Brother Peacham l can forgive as well as reſent. 
ive me your Hand, Suſpicion does not become a Friend, 

Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtifie your- 
ſelf : But I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the Gentleman 
about this Snuff-box, that Bled nimm'd two Nights ago in the 
Pack. I appointed him at this hour. x 


t 


In 


— 


— 


SCENE XI. 


Lockit, Luc. 


Lock. Whence come you, Huſſy? 
Lacy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 
r0- Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, like a 
ſe: Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath abus'd you. ; 
"4, Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. Tis not in 
lo- my Power to obey you, and hate him. | 
Lock. Learn to bear your Husband's Death like a reaſonable 
ur Woman. 'Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo much as to 
affect Sorrow upon theſe Occaſions. No Woman would ever 
ly. J marry, if ſhe had not the Chance of Mortality for a Releaſe, 
Act like a Woman of Spirit, Hufly, and thank your Father 
for what he is doing. 


AIR 
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AIR XXXI. Of a noble Race was Shentiu. 


- 


Lucy. I then bis Fate decreed, Sir? 
Such a Man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
0 ſee how my Heart is ſplitting ! 
Lock. Look ye, Lucy — There is no ſaving him. —S0o, | 


wink, you muſt ev'n do like other Widows — Buy your ſelf 
Weeds, and be cheerful. 


AIR XXXII. 
1 N. 11 


a 
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Nui think er many Days enſue 
This Sentence mot ſevere ; 
T hang your Husband, Child, tit true, 
Bat with him hang your Care. 
Tang dang dillo dee. 
Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying Husband. That, 
Child, is your Duty -- Conſider, Girl, you can't have the Man 


and the Money too——ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as you can 
by getting all you can from him. 


I 
SCENES Y 
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SCENE XII. 
Lacy. the Ordinary was out of the way to-day, I 
hope, 3 will, upon the firſt e. quiet my 
Scruples—— Oh Sir!“ — my Father's. hard Heart is not to be 
ſoften'd, and I am in ihe utmoſt Deſpair. 

Mac. Bat if I could raiſe a ſinall dm Would not twen- 
ty Guineas, think you, move him? — Of all the — 
inthe way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite is the moſt prevailing, — 
Your Father's Perquiſites for the Eſcape of Priſoners muſt a- 
mount to a conſiderable Sum in the Year, Money well tim'd, 
aud properly apply d, will do any thing. 


AI R XXXII. London Ladies. 
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TY 
If you at an Office ſolicit your Due, 
And would not bave Matters neglected; 
Nu muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſite i, 
To do what his Daty directed. | 
Or wonld you the Frowns of A Lady prevent, 
| She 100 bas this palpable Failing, 
The Perquiſite ſoſtens ber into Conſent; 
That Reaſon with all is prevailing. 


Lacy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be done: for all 


EI Comfort depends vpon your Safety. 
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SCENE XIII. 


Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Polly. Where is my dear Husband? — Was a Rope ever in- 
tended for this Neck !-—-O let me throw my Arms about it, 
and throttle thee with Love! W Hy doſt thou turn away 
from me? ——Tis thy Polly —*Tis thy Wife. 

Mac. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain ! 

Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted? Taken! Im- 
priſon'd ! Try'd! Hang'd! — cruel Reflection! P11 ſtay with 
thee *till Death — no Force ſhall tear thy dear Wife from thee 
now.—— What means my Love? Not one kind Word] not 
one kind Look! think what thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this 
Condition. 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, c. 
. "=: was hr" . 


— 1 — 


q 


| 
Thus when the Swallow, ſeeking Prey, 
Within the Saſh is cloſely pent, 
[1:s Conſort, with bemoaning Lay, 
Without fits pining for th' Event. 
Her chatt'ring Lovers all around her Aim; 
She heeds them not (poor Bird!) ber Souls with him. 


Mac. I muſt diſown her. [Afide.] The Wench is diſtracted. 

Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have no Repa- 
ration? Sure Men were born to lye, and Women to believe 
thera! O Villain! Villain ! 

Polly. Am I not thy Wife? — Thy Negle& of me, thy A- 
verſion to me too ſeverely ptoves it. Look on me. — Tell 
me, am I not thy Wife? Lacy. 


| 
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Lucy. Perfidious Wretch ! 
Polly. Barbarous Husband! 
Lucy. Hadit thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had been 


happy. 
olly. And I too——If you had been kind to me "till Death, 
it would not have vex'd me — And that's no very unreaſona- 


ble Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man who hath not above 
ſeven or eight Days to live. | 


Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou two 
Wives, Monfter ? 

Mac. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer — 
kear me, 

EN. I won't. —Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage. 
Polly. Shall I not claim my own? Jultice bids me ſpeak 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, &. 
1 1 


n 
1 


1 
＋ 


Mac. How heppy could I be with either, 
Were other dear Charmer away! 


But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a Word will I ſay ; 
But tol de rol, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Preference 
ſhown to a Wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the Appearance of 
it. He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfortunes, or he could 
not uſe me thus! 

Lucy. O Villain, Villain! thou haſt deceiv'd me——I could 
even inform againſt thee with Pleaſure. Not a Prude wiſhes 
more heartily io have Facts againſt her intimate Acquaintance, 
than I now wiſh to have Fats againſt thee. I would have her 
Satisla Zion, and they ſhould all out. 


F 3 AIR 
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AIR XXXVI. Irim Trot. 
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| Polly. Pm bubbled. 
THEY. << --- <5 Pa bubbled. 


Polly. 0% how 1 am troubled 


Lucy. Bambonzled, and bit! 
Polly. - - - - - My Diſtreſſes are doubled. 


- Lucy. When you come to the Tree, ſhouldthe Hangman refuſe, 
Theſe Fingers, with Pleaſure, could faſten the Nooſe, 
Polly. Pm bubbled, &c. | 


Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy-——This is all a Fetch of 
Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe I get off. If 
am bang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit of being thought my 
| Widow——Really, Polly, this is no time for a Diſpute of this 
| _ for whenever you are talking of Marriage, I am thinkiog 
S of Hanging. 
Polly: And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in diſowning me? V 
Mac. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading me 
that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek to aggravate} © 
my Misfortunes ? 
Lacy. Really, Miſs Peacham, you but expoſe yourſelf. Be-. in 
fides, *tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his Cir- 
eumſtances, | | 


AIR 
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AIR XXXVII. 


k 


Polly. Ceaſe your Funzing ; ' 

Force or Cunni 

Never ſhall my Heart trapan. 

All theſe Sallies_ 
Are but Malice 

To ſeduce my conſtant Mas. 
"Tis moſt certain, 
By their flirting 

Women oft” have Envy ſhown : 
Pleas'd, to ruin 
Others wooing ; 


Never happy in their own! 


Polly. Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you to be- 
have yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Husband, while his 
Wife is preſent. 

Mac. ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the Joke a little 
too far, 

Lacy. If you are determin'd, Madam, to raiſe a Diſtarbance 
in the Priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the Turnkey to 
ſhow you the Door. I am ſorry, Madam, you force me to 
de ſo ill-bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell yon, Madam; Theſe forward 
Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And my Duty, 
Madam, obliges me to ſtay with my Husband, Madam. 


F 3 AIR 
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AIR XXXVIII. Good-morrow, Goſſip Joas. 
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Lucy. Why how now, Madam Flirt? 
If you thus muſt chatter ; 
And are for flinging Dirt, 
Let's try who beſt can ſpatter; 
| Madam Flirt! 
Polly. Why how now, ſaucy Jade; 
Sure the Wench is Tipſy! 
How can you ſee me made [To him. 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ? | 
Saucy Jade [To her. 


Te PEE — 


SCENE XIV. 


Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my Wench ? Ah Huſſy! Huſſy !---- Come 
you home, you Slut ; and when your Fellow is hang'd, hang 
yourſelf, to make your Family ſome amends. 

Polly. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him I mult 
ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him----- Oh! twiſt thy Fetters a- 
bout me, that he may not haul me from thee! 

| Peach, Sure all Women are alike! If ever they commit the 
Folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing themſelves— 
Away Not a Word more----- You are my Priſoner now 


_ Huffy. 


AIR 


ALLLY Halla 
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AIR XXXIX. Iriſb Howl. 
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Polly. No Power on Earth can cer divide, 
| The Knot that Sacred Love hath ty'd. 
When Parents draw againſt our Mind, 
The True-love's Knot they faſter bind. 
| Ob, oh ray, ob Amborah---- ob, oh, &c. 
[Holding Macheath, Peacham pulling her. 


* 
=P 


SCENE XV. 


Lucy, Macheath. 


Mac. I am naturally compaſſionate, Wife; ſo that I could 
not uſe the Weneh as ſhe deſerv'd; which made you at firſt ſu- 
ſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy. Indeed, my Dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Mac. If that had been the Caſe, her Father would never have 
brought me into this Circumſtance---- No, Lacy,---- I had ra- 
ther dye than be falſe to thee, 

Lucy. How happy am l, if you ſay this from your Heart! 
For 1 love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee thee hang'd 


than in the Arms of another. 


Mac. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd? 

Lucy. O Macheath, 1 can never live to ſee that Day. 

Mac. You ſee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you are in 
my debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd, that I rather chuſe 


to die than be another's.----- Make me, if Jn love thee 


more, and let me owe my Life - thee----- ] 


you refuſe to aſ- 
4 tif 
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fiſt me, Peacham and your Father will immediately put me be- 
youd all means of Eſcape. 5 e : 

Lucy. My Father, I know, hath been drinking hard with the 
Priſoners: and I fancy he is now taking his Nap in his own 
Room If I can procure the Keys, ſhall I go off with thee, 
my Dear? | 

Mac. If we are together, twill be impoſſible to lye conceal'd. 
As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, I will ſend to 
thee---- Till then my Heart is thy Priſoner. 

Lacy. Come then, my dear Husband----- owe thy Life to 
me----- and though you love me not----- be grateful---- But that 
Polly runs in my Head ſtrangely. 

Mac. A Moment of time may make us unhappy for-ever. 


AIR XL. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, Ee. 


Lucy. T like the Fox ſhall grieve, 
Whoſe Mate hath left her fide, 
* Whom Hounds, from Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe ver the Country wide. 
Where can my Lover hide? 
Where cheat the wary Pack? 
If Love be not his Guide, 
He never will come back! 


% 


ACT 
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Ac m. SCENE I 
SCENE Neugate. 
Lockit, Lucy. 


Lock, O be ſure, Wench, you muſt have been aiding and 
abetting to help him to this Eſcape. 

. Sir, here hath been — and his 

Dang ohter Polly, and to be ſure they know the Ways of New- 

gate _ well as if they had been born and bied in the Place all 
their Lives. Why muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me? 

: Lock. Lacy, Ly. I will have none of theſe ſhuffling An- 

wers. 

Lucy. Well then---- If I know any Thing of him I wiſh I 

ma be burnt! 
ock, Keep your Temper, Lacy, or I ſhall pronounce you 
ilty. 
of > Keep yours, Sir,--- I de wiſh I may be burnt. I do--- 
And what can | ſay more to convince you? 

Lock. Did he tip handſomely ?---- How much did he come 
down with? Come Huſly, don't cheat your Father; and I ſhall 
not be angry with you---- Perhaps, you have made a better Bar- 
5 with him than I could have done How much, my good 


irl ? 
You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would have 
given x bes to have kept him with me. 
Lock, Ah Lucy! thy Education might have put thee more 
upon thy Guard; for a Girl in the Bar of an Ale-houſe is al- 


wy 1 
ear Sir, mention not my Education for *twas te 


that * owe my Ruin. 
i 


AIR 


go The BEGGAR's OPERA. Act Ill. 
AIR XLI. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, &c. 
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| Fr 5 VI 18: 
When young at the Bar you firft taught me to ſcore, 

Aud bid me be free of my Lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs'd by the Parſon, the Squire, and the Sot. 
When the Gueſt was departed, the Kiſi was forgot. 

But his Kiſs was ſo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 

That I languiſh'd and pin d till I granted the reſi. 


If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Conſefſion, for 
to be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. 
Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, Huſly---- Have you! 
Lucy. When a Woman loves; a kind Look, s tender Word 
can perſuade her to any thing---- And I could ask no other Bribe. 
Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lycy------ If you 
would not be look'd upon as a Fool, you ſhould never do . 
ny thing but upon the Foot of Intereſt. Thoſe that ad other 
wiſe are their own Bubbles. | 
Lucy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen to 
the moſt diſcreet Woman, and in Love we are all Fools + 


like. Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, 1 am now fully con- 


vinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his Wife. - Did I let 
him eſcape, (Fool that I was!) to go to her? ------ Polly will 
wheedle herſelf into his Money, and then Peachum will hang 
him, and cheat us both, 


gave him his Life, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets of 2 


Ungrateful Mac heath! 


At 


; 
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AIR XLII. South. Sea Ballad. 


_ 
— 5 — 
L N * 
My Love is all Madneſi and Folly, 


Alone I lye, 
Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy Creature is Polly! 
Was &er ſuch a Wretch as 1! 
With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loſt in the Arms 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harlet ! 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
[s loft in the Arms 
Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot ! 
This, this my Reſentment alarms. 


Lock. And ſo, after all this Miſchief, I muſt tay here to be 
entertain'd with your catterwauling, Miſtreſs Puſs !- --- Out of 
my Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you ſhall faſt and mortiſy your- 
ſelf into Reaſon, with now and then a little handſome Diſci- 
pline to bring you to your Senſes. ----- Go. 


_—_— 
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SCEME I, 
Lockit. 


Peac bum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; but I'll 
de even with him. ---- The Dog is leaky in his Liquor, ſo 'I 


Ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and turn this o 
Air 
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fair to my own Advantage. ----- Lions, Wolves, and Vulturg 
don't live together in Herds, Droves or Flocks. ----- Of all A. 
nimals of Prey, Man is the only ſociable one. Every one of 
us preys upon his Neighbour, and yet we herd together. 
Peacham is my Companion, my Friend According to the 
Cuſtom of the World, indeed, he may quote thouſands of Pre. 
cedents for 2 me-------- And ſhall not I make uſe of the 
Privilege of Friendſhip to make him a Return? 


% 
\ 


AIR XLIII. Packington's Pound. 


1H 
Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip are found, 
Though they know that their Induſtry all is a Cheat; 
They flock to their Prey at the Dice-Box's Som. 
And join to promote one another's Deceit, 

But if by miſhap 

They fail of 4 Chap, 
To keep in their Hands, they each other entrap. 
Like Pikes, lank with Hunger, who miſs of their Ends, 
They bite their Companions, and prey on their Friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen, are to 
have a fair Tryal which of us two can over-reach the other. 
Lucy. | Enter Lucy.) Are there any of Peachum's People 
now in the Houſe? 

Lacy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quartern of Strong-Waters 
in the next Room with Black Moll. 

Lock. Bid him come to me. 


228856 
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S CE N E III. 


Lockit, Filch. 


Lock. Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half ſtary'd; 
like a ſhotten Herring. a 

Filch. One had need have the Conſtitution of a Horſe to go 
thorough the Buſineſs. ---- Since the favourite Child-getter was 
diſabled by a Mis-hap, I have pick'd up a little Money by help- 
ing the Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their being call'd down to 
Sentence. But if a Man cannot pet an honeſt Livelyhood 
any eaſier way, I am ſure, tis what 

ther Seſſion. 

Lock, Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip off, twould be an 
irreparable Loſs. The Vigor and Proweſs of a Knight-Errant 
never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that he hath done. -----—-- 
But, Boy, can'ſt thou tell me where thy Maſter is to be found? 

: Filch. At his“ Lock, Sir, at the Crooked Billet. 


can't undertake for ano- 


Lock. Very well.---] have nothing more with you. [ Ex.Filch. 
I'll go to him there, for I have many important Affaits to ſet- 
tle with him; and in the way of thoſe Tranſactions, I'll artful- 
5 get into his Secret. ---- So that Macheath ſhall not remain a 

ay longer out of my Clutches. 


8 


SCENE IV. A Gaming-Houſe. 


Macheath in a fine tarniſh'd Coat, Ben Budgo, Matt of 
the Mint. 


Mac. I am ſorry, Gentlemen, the Road was ſo barren of 
Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am always 


1 glad that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to them. | Gives them 
„ Money.) You ſee, Gentlemen, I am not a meer Court Friend, 
who profeſles every thing and will do nothing, 

$ * A Cant Word, ſignifying, a Warehouſe where fiolen Goods ate depoſited. 
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Al R XLIV. Lillibullero. 


14.4.7 
* 


MH 4 
—_— LF 
1%, „ „ 


The Modes of the Court ſo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be mei; 
Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
"Tis true, you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good Counſel themſelves to deſend. 
In forrowful Ditty, 


They promiſe, they pity, 
Bat ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend. 


But we, Gentlemen, have ſtill Honour enough to break through 
the Corruptions of the World. — And while I can ſerve you, 
you may command me. 

Ben. It grieves my Heart that ſo generous a Man ſhould be 
involv'd in ſuch Difficulties, as oblige him to live with ſuch ill 
Company, and herd with Gameſters. 

Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind! — One Man may ſteal 
a Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge — Of all Me- 
chanics, of all ſervile Handycrafts-men, a Gameſter is the vi- 
left. But yet, as many of the Quality are of the Profeſſion, he 
is admitted among(t the politeſt Company. I wonder we are 
not more reſpected. 

Mach. There will be deep Play to-night at Marybone, and 
conſequently Money may be pick'd up upon the Road. Meet 
me there, and I'll give you the Hint who is worth Setting. 

Matt. The Fellow with a brown Coat with a narrow Gold 
Binding, I am told, is never without Money. 

Mach. What do you mean, Matt? — Sure you will not think 
of meddling with him! — He's a good honeſt kind of a Fellow, 


and one of us. 


Ben. 


or dN 
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Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put our ſelves under your Di- 
rection. 

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders. — A Ronleaa, 
or two, would prove à pretty ſort of an Expedition. I hate Ex- 
tortion. 

Matt. Thoſe Nonleaut are very pretty Things. —1 hate 
your Bank Bills. — There is ſuch a Hazard in putting them 


off. p | 
Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in his 
Time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the Ready. He 
is in my Caſh, Ben; — I'll point him out to you this Even- 
ing, and you ſhall draw upon him for the Debt. — The Com- 
pany are met; I hear the Dice box in the other Room. $0, 
Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll meet me at Maryboxe. 


- 


— 


— 


SCENE V. Peachum's Lock. 
A Table with M ine, Brauch, Pipes and Tobacco. 


Peachum, Lockit. 


Lock. The Coronation Account, Brother Peachum, is of fo 
intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It cenſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles. —It 
was worth to our People, in Fees of different Kinds, above ten 
Inſtalments. — This is part of the Account, Brother, that lies 
open before us. 

roger A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade — that, I ſee, is diſ- 

s'd of. 
ak. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally-woman, and ſhe 
will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to trick 
out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping. — 

Lock. But I don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. 

Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be ſent 
abroad —— You'll find them enter'd under the Article of 
Exportation. — As for the Snoff-Boxes, Watches, Swords, 
1 thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral 

eads. 

Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets compleat; with 
the 8 things therein contain'd ; all Seal'd, Number'd, aud 
enter'd. 

Peach. But, Brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter up- 
on this Affair. — We ſhould have the whole Day before us. — 
Beſides, the Account of the laſt Half Year's Plate is in a Book 
by it (elf, which lies at the other Office. 2 
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Lock. Bring us then more Liquor. —— To-day ſhall be for 
Pleaſure — To-morrow for Buſineſs. — Ah Brother, thoſe 
Daughters of ours are two ſlippery Huflies — Keep a watch. 
fal Eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a Day or two ſhall be our 
own again. 


AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, Dc. 


ILA 
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Lock. I hat Gudgcons are we Men! 
Er'ry Woman's eaſy Prey. 
Thongh we have felt the Hook, agen 
We bite and they betray. 


The Bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears bis calling Mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Withiz the wiry Grate. 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the Bird, if your Daugh- 
ter Lacy will ſet open the Door of the Cage? 

Lock. If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and Frailties 
of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could keep a good 
Correſpondence together for two Days. — This is unkind of 
you, Brother; for among good Friends, what they ſay or do 
goes for nothing. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak with 
you. | 

Peach. Shall we admit her, Brother Lock: ? 

Lock. By all means — She's a good Cuſtomer, and a fire- 
fpoken Woman — And a Woman who drinks and talks 10 
freely, will enliven the Converſation. 

Peach. Deſire her to walk in. [ Exit Servant, 
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SCENE VI. 
Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 


\ 


Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant — One may know by 
your Kiſs, that your Ginn is excellent. 

Trapes. | was always very curious in my Liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like it —— I have been 
long acquainted with the Flavour of thoſe Lips — Han't I, 
Mrs. Dye? 

Trapes. Fill it up. — I take as large Draughts of Liquor, as 
did of Love. — 1 hate a Flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, Ec. 
n 


8 * 


In the Days of my Youth I could bill like a Dove, fa, la, la, &c. 
Like a Sparrow at all times was ready for Love, fa, la, la, &c. 
The Life of all Mortals in Kiſſing ſhould paſs, 

Lip to Lip while we're young — then the Lip to the Glaſs, fa, &c. 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our Bufineſs — If you have Blacks 
of any kind, brought in of late; Mantoes — Velvet Scarfs — 
Petticoats — Let it be what it will — IL am your Chap — for 
all my Ladies are very fond of Mourning. 

Peach. Way, look ye, Mrs. Dye — you deal fo hard with 
us, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who venture their 
dives for the Goods, little or nothing. 

Trapes. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in m 
Dealing. — To be ſure, of late Years I have been a great Sut- 
feret by the Parliament. — Three thouſand Pounds would 
hardly make me amends. — The Act for deſtroying the Mint, 
was a ſeyere Cut upon our Buſineſs ——*Till then, if a Cu- 

G ſtomer 
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ſtomer ſtept out of the way — we knew where to have her — 

No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer — there's a Wench now 
('till to-day) with a good Suit of Cloaths of mine upon her 
Back, and J could never ſet Eyes upon her for three Months 
together. —— Since the Ac too againſt Impriſonment for ſmall 
Sums, my Loſs there too hath been very conſiderable, and it 
muſt be ſo, when a Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, or 
a Clean Gown, and I not have the leaſt Hank upon her! And, 
o' my Conſcience, now-a-days moſt Ladies take a Delight in 
cheating, when they can do it with Safety. 

Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of us t'o- 
ther Day for (even Guineas. Conſidering we mult have 
our Profit — To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold 
Watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 

Trap. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was remark- 
able, and not of very ſafe Sale. If you have 3. 
ny black Velvet Scarfs they are a handſome Winter- 
wear; and take with moſt Gentlemen whe deal with my Cu- 
ſtomers. "Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good Foot, 
*Tis not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The Gentle- 
men always pay according to their Dreſs, from half a Crown 
| to two. Guineas ; and. yet thoſe Huſſies make nothing of bilk- 
ing of me. Then too, allowing for Accidents. — | 
have eleven fine Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeon' 
Hands, — what with Fees and other Expences, there are great 
Goings- out, and no Comings-in, and not a Farthing to pay for 
at leaſt = Month's cloathing We tun great Riſques 
great Riſques indeed. | 

"Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
Mrs. Coaxer. 

Trap. Yes, Sir. ——— To be ſure I ſtript her of a Suit of 
my own Cloaths about two hours ago; and have left her u 
the ſhould be, in her Shift, with a Lover of hers at my Houſe. 
She call'd bim up Stairs, as he was going to Marybone in 4 
Hackyey Coach. — And hope, for her own ſake and mine, 
ſhe will perſwade the Captain to redeem her, for the Captain 
is very generous to the Ladies. 

' . Lock. What Captain? 

Trap. He thought Idid not know him — An intimate Ac- 
quaintance of yours, Mr. Peacham — Only Captain Mac- 
heath — as fine as a Lord. 

Peach. To- morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your own 
Price upon any of the Goods you like — We have at lealt 
-half a dozen Velvet Scarfs, and all at your ſervice. Will yon 
give me leave to make you a Preſent of this Suit of Night- 
cloaths for your own wearing? — But are you ſure it is Cap- 
tain Macheath? Trap. 


Je 
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Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him; no Body knows 
him better. I have taken a great deal of the Captain's Mo- 
ney in my Time at ſecond-hand, for he always lov'd to have 


his Ladies well dreſt. 


Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little buſineſs with the Cap- 
tain ; — You underſtand me ——and we will ſatisfye you for 


Mrs. Coaxer's Debt. 


Lock. Depend upon it — we will deal like Men of Honour. 
Trap. | don't enquire after your Aﬀairs — ſo whatever 
happens, | waſh my Hands on't. — It hath always been my 
Maxim, that one Friend ſhould affiſt another — But if you 
pleaſe -— I! take one of the Scarfs home with me, * Tis al- 


ways good to have ſomething in Hand. 


SCENE VII. Newgate. 
Lucy, 


Jealouſy, Rage, Love and Fear are at once tearing me to 
pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter'd with diſtreſſes! 


AIR XLVII: One Evening, having loſt my Way, c. 
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Pm like a ShifF on the Ocean toſs, 
Now high, now low, with each Billow born, 
With her Rudder broke, and her Anchor loſt, 
Deſerted and all forlorn. 
While thus I lye rolling and toſſing all Night, 
That Polly lyes ſporting on Seas of Delight ! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs Sprite. 
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I have the Rats-bane ready. — I run no Riſque; for I can lay 
her Death upon the Ginn, and ſo many dye of that naturally 
that I ſhall never be call'd in Queſtion, — But ſay, I wereto 
be hang'd — I never could be hang'd for any thing that would 
give me greater Comfort, than the poyſoning that Slut. 


Enter Filch. 


Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait upon yon. 
Lacy. Show her in. 


—— 


9 


1 


SCENE VIII. 
Lucy, Polly. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant. — I hope you will par 
don my Paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt. — 
was ſo over-run with the Spleen, that | was perfectiy out of 
my ſelf. And really when one hath the Spleen, every thing 
is co be excus'd by a Friend. 


AIR XLVIII. Now Roger, I'll tell thee, becauſe thou'rt my Son 


When a Wife's in her Pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, ny doubt ;) 
The good Husband as meek as 4 Lamb, 
Her Vapours to ftill, 
Firſt grants her her Will, 
And the quieting Draught is a Dram. 
Poor Man! Aud ihe guicting Draught is a Dram. 


On. 
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— I wiſh all our Quarrels might ve ſo comfortable a Re- 
conciliation. | 

Polly. I have no Excuſe for my on Behaviour, Madam, but 
my Misfortunes. — And really, Madam, I ſuffer too upon 
your Account. 

Lucy. But, Miſs Poly — in the way of Friendſhip, will 
you give me leave to propoſe a Glaſs of Cordial to you? 

Polly. Strong-Waters are apt to give me the Head-ache — 
| hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lacy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have better 
in her Cloſet, tor her own private drinking. — You ſeem 
mighty low in Spirits, my Dear. 

olly. I am ſorry, Madam, my Health will not allow me 
to accept of your Offer. —- I ſhould» not have left you in the 
rode Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not my 
Papa haul'd me away ſo unexpeQtedly — I was indeed ſome- 
what provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Exprefſions that 
were diſreſpe&tul. — But really, Madam, the Captain treated 
me with ſo much Contempt and Cruelty, that 1 deſerv'd,your 
Fey, rather than your Reſentment. 

ucy. But ſince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are made 
up again. —— Ah ch Polly! "tis I am the unhappy Wite ; 
and he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs. 

Polly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as to 
de the Object of your | Ir A Map is always a- 
fraid of a Woman who loves him too well — fo that 1 muſt 
expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our Caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly alike. 
Both of us indeed have been too fond, 
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Polly. A Carſe attends that Woman's Love, 

| i ho always would be pleafing. 
Lucy. The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 

| Like tickling, is but teazing. 
Polly. What then in Love can Woman do? 

Lucy. F we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue : 
Lucy. But leave us when they ve won ut. 


Log Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, fhat it i 
impoſſible to be laſting. — But my Heart is particular, and 
contradicts my own Obſervation. 

Polly. But really, Miſtreſs Lacy, by his laſt Behaviour, I think 
I ought to envy you. — When I was forc'd from him, he did 
not ſhew the leaſt Tenderneſs. — But perhaps, he hath a Hear 

not capable of it. 
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AIR L. Would Fate to me Belinda give — 
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Among the Mer, Coquets we find, 

Who Court by turns all Woman-kind ; 

And we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
ben they are flatter'd, and admir'd. 


The Coquets of both Sexes are Self-lovers, and that is a Love 
no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my dear Lucy, our 
Husband is one of thoſe. | 

Lucy, Away with theſe melancholy Reflections, — indeed, 
my dear Polly, we are both of us a Cup too low. — Let me 
prevail upon you, to accept of my Offer. 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet Laſs, c. 


LY 


Come, ſweet Loſs, 
Let's baviſh Sorrow 
Till To-morrow ; 
Come, ſweet Laſs, 
Let's take « chirping Glaſe. 
G 4 IF ine 
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Wine can clear 
The Vaponrs of Deſpair ; 
Aud make ns light as Air; 
Then drink, and baniſh Care. 


J can't bear, Child, to ſee you in ſuch low Spirits. — And J 
muſt -perſuade you to what I know will do 2 800d. — 
t 


ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical Strumpet. ace 


— 
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SCENE IX. 
Polly. 


Polly. All this wheedling of Lacy cannot be for nothing. — 
At this time too! when I know ſhe hates me! — The Diſſem- 
bling of a Woman is always the Fore-runner of Miſchief.— 
By pouring Strong-Waters down my T hroat, ſhe thinks to pump 
ſome Secrets out of me. Pl be upon my Guard, and won't 
taſte a Drop of her Liquor, I'm teſolv'd. 


1 
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SCENE X. 
Lucy, with Strong - Waters. Polly. 
f ' ' 1 — 


Tucy. Come. Miſs Polly. — 
- Polly. Indeed, Child, _you have given yourſelf trouble to no 
purpoſe. You muſt, my Dear, excuſe me. 
ucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly affected 
about taking a Cup of Seren Vater as a Lady before Com- 
pany. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly ill if you refuſe 
me. Brandy and Men (though Women love them never 
ſo well) are always taken by us with ſome ReluQance ——— 
unleſs tis in private. PICS Jon | 
177 I proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me. - What 
do I fee! Macheath again in Cuſtod — every glim- 
m'ring of Happineſs is loſt. 
[ Drops the Gla ſs of Liquor on the Gromnd, 
Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the Wench hath eſcap'd: 
for by this Event, tis plain, ſhe was not happy enough to de- 
ſerve to be poiſon'd. 
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SCENE XI. 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


ih Lock, Set your Heart to reſt, Captain. You have neither 
the Chance of Love or Mouey for another Eſcape, for 

you are order'd to becall'd down upon your Tryal immediately. 
_ Peach. Away, Huſſies . This is not a time for a Man 


„o de hamper'd with his Wives. You ſee, the Gentle- 
= | man is in Chains already. | DE CITE 
Lacy. O Husband, Husband, my Heart long'd to ſee thee; 
ut to ſee thee thus diſtradts me! * , | 
| 5 2 Will not my dear Husband look upon his Polly? Wh 
hadft thou not flown to me for Protection? with me thou had 
* AIR LII. The laſt time I went o'er the Moor. 
Dp 8 — 
n | 
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Hither, dear Hausband, turn your Eyes, 
Beſtou one Glance to cheer m 
Think with that Look, thy Polly dyes. 
0 ſhun me not — but hear me. 
is Polly ſues. 
* "Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 
Is thus true Love requited? 
My Heart is burſting. 
— Mine too breaks. 


| Muſt I 
— — M. I be lighted? » 


Mach. 


* 
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Mach. What would you have me ſay, Ladies? You 
- ſee, this Affair will ſoon be at an end, without my diſobliging 
either of you. 

Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, mizht prevent x 
Law-ſuit between your two Widows. 


AIR LIE. Tow Tinker's my true Love. 


Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me —— How can I decide? 
Wives, the Day of our Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One Wife it too mach for moſt Hausband to bear, 
Bat two at « time there's no Mortal can bear. 
Dit way, and that way, and which way I will, - 
What would comfort the one, H ather Wife would take il) 


_ Polly. But if his own Misfortunes have made him inſenſible to 


mine A Father ſure will be more compaſſionate — 
Dear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, bring him off 
at his Tryal ** upon her Knees begs it of Al 
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AIR LIV. lama poor Shepherd undone. 
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Like the Sailor he bolds uy his Hand, 


And alas, poor Polly! 


When wy Hera in Court appears, 
And fland: arraign'd for bis Life; 

Then think of poor Polly's Tears ; 
For Ab ! Poor Polly“ bis Wife. 


Diſtreſt on the daſhing Wave. 
To die a dry Death at Land, 
Is as bad as @ watry Grave. 


. . — a * 


Alack, and well-a-day! 
Before I was in Love, | 
0b! every Month was May. 


ucy. If Peachnm's Heart is harden'd ; ſure you, Sir, will 
have more Compaſſion on a Daughter. | know the 

idence is in your Power. How then can F be 2 
yrant to me? [ Kneeling. 


AIR 
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When be holds up his Hand arraigu' A for his Life, . 2 
O think of your Daughter, and think I'm bis Vie ! - 
What are Canons, 'or Bombs, or claſhing of Swords ? ( 


For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words. 
Then nail up their Lips; that dread Thunder allay; 
And each Month of my Life will bereafter be May. 


Lock. Macheath's time is come, Lacy. We know 
our own Affairs, therefore let us have no more Whimpering 
or Whining, 


AIR LVI. A Cobler there was, c. 


Our ſelves, like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat, 

When Matters require it, muſt give up our Gang: 
And good reaſon why, ar 
Or, inſtead of the Fry, 
Ev's Peachum and I, Like of 
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Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, hang; 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang. 
Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, Polly. —— Your Husband 


is to dye to-day. Therefore, it you are not already pto- 
vided, is high time to look about for another, There's Com- 


rt for you, you Slut. 
"Lock We — ready, Sir, to conduct you to the Old Batly. 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee. 


Mach. The Charge is prepar d; the Lawyers are met, 
« be Judges all rang'd (a terrible Show !) 
I ge, andi . For Death is a Debt, 


Debt on demand, —— So, take what ] owe. 
Then farewell, my Love — Dear Charmers, adieu. 
Contented I die 'Tis the better for you. 
Here ends all Diſpute the reſt of our Lives, 

For this way at once I plzaſe all my Wives, 


Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 


— 


he. _ Y IS * — 


A$-C E NE Xt: 
Lucy, Polly, Filch. 


Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And when the 
Tryal is over, bring me a-particular Account of his Behaviour, 
and of every thing that happen'd. — You'll find mehere with 
Miſs Lucy. 2 Filch.] But why is all this Moſick? 

Lucy. The Priſoners, whoſe Tryals ate put off till next Seſſion, 
ate diverting themſelves. | 

Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as Muſick ! l'm fond 
of it to diltration! 4——— But alas! now, all _ 

ecms 
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ſeems an Inſult upon my Affliction. Let us retire, my dear 
Lacy, and indulge our Sorrows. — The noiſy Crew,you 
ſee, ate coming upon us. [ Exeunt. 


A Dance of Priſoners in Chains, &c. 


* *« 1 it A. * Mi. 1 2 


* 
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SCENE XIII. 
The Condemn'd Hold. 
Macheath, ina melancholy Poſture. 
— AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 


| 0 crael. cruel, cruel Caſe! 
Mnſft I ſuffer this Diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the Girls that are fo ſmart. 


Of all the Friends in time of Grief, 

When threatning Death looks grimmer, 

Not one ſo ſure can bring Relief, 

As this beſt Friend, a Brimmer. | Drinks. 


AIR LX. Britons ſtrike home. 


TP 
Since I muſt ſwing, -— 1ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or whine. ¶ Riſes. 
AIR LXI. Chery Chaſe. 
33 ur "0 
. 1 


a , | — e _—_ 
But now, again my Spirits fink ; 


Pl raiſe them bigh with Wine. Drinks a Glaſs of Is 
s Al 
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AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 


Bat Valour, the ſtronger grows, 
The ſtronger Liquor we're drinking. 

And how can we feel our Woes, | 

When we've loft the Trouble of Thinking ? I [Driuks. 


AIR LXIII. Joy to great Ceſar. 


If thus A Mas can die 
Much bolder with Brandy. [Pours out a Bumper of Brandy. 


AIR LXIV. There was an eld Woman. 
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$0 I drink off this Bumper. And now I can fland the Teft. 
And my Comrades ſpall ſee, that I die as brave as the Beſt. 
[Drinks. 


A I R LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 


TT = LIT TFT TT 
—ͤ—m —— — — 


But can I leave my pretty Huſſies, 
Without one Tear, or tender Sigh ? 


AIR 
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A TR LXVI. Why are mine Eyes ill flowing. 
* PERU n 


T — 

Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes 

Recall my Love. ——— Ab muſt I die! 

| AIX LXVII. Green Sleeves. 
e 
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Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree, 

To curb Vice in others, as well as me, 

1 wonder we han't better Company, 

5 | Upon Tyburn Tree! 
But Gold from Law can take ont the Sting, 
Ad if rich Men like us were to ſwing, 2 
2 Tos d thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to ſtring 

pon Tyburn Tree! 


Jaller. Some Friends of yours, Captain, deſire to be admitted 


leave you together. 


A— 
* 1 
— — — * 


SCENE XIV. 
Macheath, Ben Budge, Mat of the Mint. 

- Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you fee, Gentlemen, | 
—_— d immediate — ——— The Sheriffs Officers, 
believe, are now at the GO. hat Femmy , Twitcher 
ſhould peach me, own ſarpriz'd me! I A Jain Proof 
that the World is all alike, and that even out Gang can uo 
more truſt one another than other People. :Pherefore, 1 beg 


you, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, for in all probabi- 
lity you may live (ome Months longer. ; , {dat. 


7 o FAY 


AE 
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Mat. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your Misſortune. 
— ==- But *tis what we mult all come to. A 

Mach. Peac bum and Lockit, you kuow, re infamous Scoun- 
drels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, as yours are 
in theirs. Remember your dyiug Friend! — 'Tis my 
laſt Requelt. — Bring thoſe Villaius to the Gallows before 
you, and I am ſatisfied. ; f 

Matt. We'll do't. A ;yaud 

Jailor. Miſs Polly and Mits Lacy iutreat a Word with you. 

Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. 5 


— — — 


SCENE XV. 
ant Lucy, Macheath, Polly. | 
Mac b. My dear Lucy—— My dear Polly — Whatſo- 
ever hath paſt between us is now at an end. — If you ace 
fond of marrying again, the beſt Advice I can give you, is to 
Ship yourſelves off for the Heſt-Indies, where you'll have a 
fair chance of getting a Husband a- piece; or by good Luek, 
two or three, as you like beſt. N 
Polly, How can 1 ſoppoct this Sight! 


Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great Man 
in Diltreſs, * | | 


AIR Lxvin. All you that muſt take a Leap, c. 
. ; — n þ I 
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Lucy. Would I might be hang'd ! 
Polly --- And I wonld ſo too! 
Lucy. To be hang d with yon. | 
Polli. My Dear, with yen. 
H Mach, 
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Mach. O Leave me to Thought! I fear! I db 
* gremble! 1400p! — See, my Comnrage i is ont. 


Turns up the empty 11 


e No token of Love? 
Mach. > - = - „ee, my Courage is ont. 


[Turns up the empty Pot, 
Lucy. No token of Love ? | 


Poll. Adien. 
Lucy. - - - 4 - - - - + Farewell. 
Mach. Bat hart! I hear the Toll of the Bell. 

Chorus. Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Jailor. Four Women more, Captain, with a Child a-peice! 


See, here they come. Euter Women and Children. 
Mach. What four Wives more. — This is too 


much. Here tell the Sheriffs Officers I am ready. 
18 Macheath 1 


I "IT 
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S CEN E XVI. 
To them, Enter Player and Beggar. 


Ra ut, honeſt-Friend, I hope you don't intend that Moc: 
mall be really executed. 


Moſt certainty, Sir. —— Tomake the Picee pee 

1 wat for doing ſtri&pqetical Juſtice.- Macheath is do be 
ng'd;; and fot the other Perſonages of the the Au- 
1 e c wuſt have ſuppos'd they were all either hang d ot tran- 


y then, Friend, this is a down-right deep edy. 
T BAG is manifeſtly wrong, for an Opera 828 


8 Your ObjeQion, Sir, is very juſt; and is 6200 remov d. 
'F or 125 muſt allow, that in this kind of Drama, "tis no matter 
—how-abſurdly things are brought about So—— you 


| Rabble 


- there— run and cry a Reprieve—— let the Priſoner be bropght 
- back to his Wives in Triumph. 


Play. All this we miſt do, to comply with the Taſte of the 


1 


Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch a ſimi- 
litude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is difficult to de- 
termine whether (in the ee Vices) the fine Gentlemen 


inur 


this time, I take Polly for mine. 


% 
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2. 
: 


imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the Gentlemen of the 
Road the fine Gentlemen.-— Had the Play remain'd, ax I at 
ſt intended, it would have carried a moſt execttent Moral. 
would have ſhown that the lower Sort of People have their 
Vices in a degree as welt as the Rich: And that they are pu- 
aiſh'd for them. ; | | | 


tt. 
— * r 
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— SCENE XVII. 
To them, Macheath with Rabble, &c. 


Match. So, it ſeems, I am not left to my Choice, bat muſt 
have a Wife at laft.=—— Look ye, my Dears, we will have 
no Controverfie now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, and 
a, ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my Wife will teſtiſie her Joy by 
8 Lance. | | 
All. Come, a Dance-— a Dance. 
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to preſent 3 
Partner, to each of you, And (if I ny y_—_ Offence) for 
for Life, you Slat, 
— for we were really marry'd.— As for the reſt — Bac 


u preſent keep your own Secret. [To Pally. 


A DANCE. 


45 


AIR 
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AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, . 
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VOUS 5 2 
Thus I tand like r At 2 his Doxies around; 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confound; 


4 Fur black, brown, and fair, his Inconſtaucy burns, 
4 And the different Beauties ſubdue him by turns : 
4 Each calls forth her Charms, to provoke his Deſires: 


Though willing to all ; with but one be retires. 
Bus think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow, 
The Wretch of To-day, may be happy To-morrow. 


75 7 nah But think of this Maxim, &c. 
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